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TbcTragedk of Richard D 0 of 

I wilnot ruinate my fathers houfe, 

Who gaue his bloud to lime the ftones together: 

And fet vp Lancaster* Thinkeftthou 
That CU/evec is To harfh vnnaturall, 

T o lift his fword againft his brothers life? 

And fo proud hearted Warwick? I defie thee. 

And to my brothers turue my blufhing chcekes: 

Pardon me Sd'towd , for I hauc done amiffc. 

And Richard, do not fro-wne vpon me, 

for hence forth I will prouc no more vneonftant. 

Ed. Welcome Clarence , and ten times more welcome* 
■j-hen if thou neuer hadft deferued our hate* 

^.Welcome good £tarence 9 d\i$ is brotherly. 

War. Oh pafsing traitour,periurde,aad vniuft. 

Ed . Now Warwick ^, wilt thou leauc the T owne & fight? 
Or fhall we beate the ftones about thine earcs? 

War. Why, l am not coopt vp heere for defence, 

I will away to "Barnet prefently. 

And bid theebattaile Edward >\ fthou dareft. 

Ed. Yes Warwick ?, he dares,and leades the way, 

Lords to the field, faint George and vi&oric. 

Exeunt Qmneu 

i 

zsflarwcsrfnd then enter Warwick? j wounded. 

War*\ h whoisnie?Come to me friend, or foe. 

And tell me who is viftor^rfeor Warwick?? 

Why aske I chat? my mangled bodie fhewes. 

That I muft yeeld my bodie to the earth. 

And by my fall the conqueft to my foes: 

Thus yeeldesrhe Cedarto theaxes edge, 

Whofe armes gaue fhelcer to the princely Eaglc^ 

Vndcr whofe fhade the ramping Lion flept, 

Whofe top braunch ouerpeer’d louts fpreading tree: 

The wrinckles in my browes,now fild with bloud,- 

Were likened oft to Kingly fepulchers,. 

for who liu’d King but I could dig his gratis? 

And who dui ft finite, when Warwick? bent his brow? 


Torke y and tienrie the fixt. 

tocnow my glorie fmeerd in duft and bloud. 

My parkes,my walkes,my mannours that 1 had, 
fuen now forfake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my bodies iength. 

Enter Oxford,and Sommer fet. 

Oat. A h Warwick?, Warwicke,c heerc vp thy felfeand Hue, 
for yet thereshope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queene with croopcsis come from Fraunce , 

And at South-hampton landed ail her crainc. 

And mighteft thou liuc,then would we neuerflic. 

War. Why, then I would not flie,nor haue I now 1 . 

But //^/^himfelfemuft yeeld to ods. 

For many woundes receiu’d and many moerepaide/ 

Hath robd my ftrongknit finewes of their ftrength 
Andfpiteoffpices needesmuft I yeeld to death. 

Som.Thy brother zJMontague hath breathd his laft, 

And at the pangs of death I heard him eric. 

And faie, commend me to my valient brother. 

And more he would haue laide,and more he faide,' 

Which founded like a clamour in a vaulte, 

That could not bediftinguiflit for the foundc. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp die ghoft* 

War.W hat is pompe i rule,raigne J v but earth and duft? 
And hue we how we can,y et die we muft. 

Sweet reft his fouIe 3 flie Lords, and faue your felues, 

For Warwick? bidsyou all fare well^to meet in Heaucn. 

He dies. 

Oxf Come noble Summtrfet, lets take our Horfe, 

And cauferetraice be founded through the Camps, 

1 hat all our friendes that yec remainc aliuc, 

May be awarn’d^ and faue them felues by flight, 
f hat done,with them weelc poft vnto the Qucene, - 
And once more trie our fortune in the fielde. SxAmbo . 

Enter Edward,Clarencc,and Cjlofttrtyith fouldicrs. 

d> Thus ftill our fortune giues vs vittorie, 

^ nc * girts our temples With crimphant ioyes. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hewy VI. Part 3 (STC 21006a) LONDON, 1600 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.43[5]) OctaVO 



